CHAPTER       SIXTEEN
We have our philanthropic millionaires in Eng-
land, our great magnates who give us an art gallery
here, a scholarship there, but I cannot recall any man
the rhythm of whose life is so consistently set to
music, for whom finance is so decidedly the hand-
maiden of aesthetics. America is lucky to have him*
And yet America deserves him because it was only
on the American scene that he could have played so
decisive a role.
I might write about hrm for much longer, but
quotations are apt to be wearisome. I should like,
however, to tell one final story which shows that he
carries his aesthetic sense into the furthest fields.
One day he went with Cecil de Mille to see his
picture The King of Kings. The tour deforce of this
picture was a representation of the Dance of the
Golden Calf* He sat back in the darkness watching
an indiscriminate whirl of limbs. De Mille said to
him: *Do you know how many people there are in
that scene?'
*No. I haven't any idea.*
*Two thousand five hundred.* And then, 'What
do you think of that?*
What Mr, Otto Kahn thought of it may be
summed up in his reply which consisted in the one
word 'Nothing/
De Mille was not pleased. *You*re highbrow,1 he
said.
Kahn turned to de Mille.
'Have you ever seen Velasquez* picture of The
Surrender of Breda?
'No/
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